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SET UP THE CAMELS,

TOO

. . . Whether you’re in there
bowling yourself—or watching — nothing hits the spot like
a cool, flavorful Camel

TALK ABOUT your wood-gettin’ wonder! You’re looking right at him—
“Low” Jackson of St. Louis, 1941 AllAmerican, captain of the world’s match
game champions, and possessor of one
of the highest-scoring hooks in bowling
today. Light up a slower-burning Camel
and watch this champion in action.

THERE’S A SWIFT FLASH of the arm.
The snap of a wrist. The ball whirls
down the alley. Take a good long look
at the way “Low” Jackson tossed that
one—that’s an All-American hook.
Close to the gutter. Three- quarters
down, she starts to break—straight for
the slot. Watch it now— it’s —

ITS
7 STRICTLY CAMELS
WITH ME.

{ EXTRA MILD ¢
FurTHATA FLAVOR}
ALWAYS
{ HITS THE SPOT

Ne

C-R-A-S-H! A perfect hit! The very
sound of ’em falling sets you tingling
all over. Like a homer with the bases
loaded...a

hole

in

one...like

the full,

rich flavor of a certain cigarette, it never
fails to thrill, No matter how much
you smoke, there’s always a fresh, welcome taste to a Camel — for Camels are
milder with less nicotine in the smoke.

S

=

FREEi

THE SCORE-BOARD tells the story.
More smokers prefer Camels...smokers
like Lowell Jackson to whom mildness
is so important...smokers who want a
flavor that doesn’t tire the taste...smokers who want more out of a cigarette
than something to carry in hand or
pocket. You’ll never know what you’ve
been missing until you smoke Camels.

TWENTY
TIMES
“Low” Jackson
(above) has rolled the perfect score
(300). Every time he lights up a Camel
he smokes with the assurance of modern laboratory science that in the smoke
of milder, slower-burning Camels there
is less

nicotine

(see below,

left).

Get

a

package of slower-burning Camels today,and smoke out the facts for yourself.

The smoke of slower-burning
Camels contains

28% LESS
NICOTINE
than the average of the 4 other
largest-selling brands tested—

less than any of them—according
to independent scientific tests
of the smoke itself!

@ By burning 25%
slower than the average of the 4 other
largest-selling brands
tested — slower than

any of them— Camels
also give you a smoking plus equal, on the
average, to

5 EXTRA
SMOKES
PER PACK!

—the

Cigarette of
Costlier

Tobaccos
R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Co., Winston-Salem, N. C
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Frigidaire Household Refrigerator
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Electric Water Heaters;
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Remember

Pearl Harbor
® By Vincent YANO

The writer of this article comes to the University from. Honolulu. He places the recent
attack on Pearl Harbor against a background
of the physical and political aspects of the
Islands. You will know much more about
Hawaii after reading this article.

HE inevitable has come upon us with such
swiftness that many are still dazed and _bewildered by the sudden turn of events. War, with all
its terror and heart-rending trials, is no longer a “whispering” campaign, no motive any more for the nation’s
fervent prayer against it, no struggie unfolding only
across the Atlantic—it has become grim reality. ‘Too
many have been blindly indifferent to the nefarious
schemes of the Axis powers for which we have had
ample warning. America and Americans were slow to
realize the imminent dangers from without, praying
hopefully that Hitler would be defeated, shunning the
thought of war and determined more than ever to keep
neutral. The issue was being avoided and cold facts
were not receiving due consideration. The average
American heartily cooperated in the Defense Program,
finding himself amidst times of unprecedented nationwide prosperity and thanking God that he was having
such an enjoyable time while doing his bit to help
preserve democracy. The United States of America was
beginning to mean less and less daily as strike after
strike was called within

the ranks of dissatisfied labor.

Defense needs were being selfishly overlooked in favor
of personal gains and that good old spirit of “America
First” was sadly on the wane.
Such was the scene in America until the morning of
December

7, 1941, “a date which will live in infamy,”

when heretofore peaceful Hawaii was treacherously at-

Pearl Harbor on the island of Oahu was the principal
target. This outrageous assault accounted for more
than three thousand fatalities and hundreds of casualties. Yet, despite the bitter tragedy of it all, there was
one good aspect to this drama. As no other incident
could have done, this event was like a sorely needed
shot in the arm of Uncle Sam and overnight the
America of recent years was transformed into the
America as we always know and love it, firmly united
and roused to indignant fury at such underhanded
treachery. Thus was born the famous motto destined to
live forever in the annals of history—REMEMBER

PEARL HARBOR!
Let us look back at Hawaii before that fateful day for
a background of the present situation.
The Paradise of the Pacific, land of unrivalled beauty
and

calm

contentment,

was

a resort for thousands

of

tourists who yearly found much-needed relaxation and
peace of mind in its lazy atmosphere. Enchanting
tropical isles where the sun-kissed beaches brought
nothing but deep satisfaction and pleasure. Vitally important Hawaii, whose material progress within the
past few decades was nothing short of phenomenal,
serving as a veritable Gibraltar and most potent bastion
of the United States in the broad expanse of the calm
Pacific. It was and still is the outstanding candidate for
Old Glory’s 4gth star.
A brief summary of the principal islands that make
up the Hawaiian Islands might also help in analyzing
the situation.

tacked without warning by the fiendish Japs whose
envoys

at that time were

negotiating for “peace”

at

Washington. The strategically important naval base at

Hawaii, appropriately called the Big Isle, is by far
the largest island and measures 4015 square miles and
Page three

includes about five-eights of the area of the whole
group. Its chief attributes include the world-famous
volcano Kilauea and the huge mountains of Mauna
Loa and Mauna Kea. This island is responsible for one-

third

of the

sugar produced

special interest are Cocoanut
Onomea

Gulch

and

Arch,

in Hawaii.
Island,

Points

Rainbow

the beautiful

Akaka

of

Falls,
Falls,

and the Kaumana Caves which enclose interesting lava
formations.
The second largest island in Maui, the Valley Isle,
so-called because of the many beautiful valleys, some
of which would compare very favorably with those
found in our own Yosemite National Park. Then also
it boasts of having the greatest extinct volcano crater
in

the

world,

majestic

Haleakala,

ten

thousand

feet

within

this

above sea level. An interesting feature
enormous crater is the Bottomless Pit.

Then there’s Molokai, internationally renowned
through the inspiring saga of the Apeostle to the Lepers,
Father Damien. The leper settlement at Kalaupapa is
the outstanding point of interest on this island. The
breath-taking scenery from atop the high cliffs overlooking the settlement is alone worth a visit to the
Friendly Isle.
Kauai,

the

Garden

Isle,

has

some

of

the

finest

representatives two. The executive branch includes a
governor and secretary appointed by the President. The
judicial department comprises a supreme court, and
circuit and district courts. The Territory also elects a
delegate to the Congress of the United States, who
has a seat in the House of Representatives, but no vote.
The temperature of Hawaii is about 10 degrees
lower than that of any other part of the world in the
same latitude due to continuous trade winds and ocean
currents which cool the islands considerably. The
temperature ranges from 60 degrees to 85 degrees, with
an average of about 75 degrees. The islands are exempt
from cyclones or hurricanes, and thunderstorms are

rare.

Intermittently since 1853, Hawaii has been undergoing a determined struggle to gain recognition as a
full state. More so in recent years, the question of
statehood had gradually gained momentum until in
1937 an official Congressional Committee visited
Hawaii and conducted an exhaustive hearing on the
subject. The findings of the majority of the committee
were inconclusive. Nevertheless, many of the visitors
had been genuinely impressed with the accomplishments of the Territory. The initial step had been completed; Hawaii was definitely on its way to a place on

the blue field of the Stars and Stripes!

scenery ever to be found in the Hawaiian Islands. It is

noted especially for its many gulches which are among
the best in the world. A unique feature of this island
is the Barking Sands from which a great variety of
sounds emit whenever the grains are set in motion.
This is indeed a rare phenomenon.
Oahu, third in size but
portant island, has received
past eight weeks that it has
the nation’s newspapers.
Hickam
Nuuanu

Oahu

undoubtedly the most imso much publicity over the
become common copy for
HonoluJu, Pearl Harbor,

Field, Waikiki Beach, Diamond Head, and
Pali are but a few of its landmarks. Then, too,

is the principal sugar and pineapple producing

center.

The latest population figures released as of July 1,
1941, show approximately 465,000, with the highest
single racial group being the Japanese with 160,000.
Others, named in the order of numerical superiority,
include the Caucasians, Hawaiians and part-Hawaiians,
Filipinos, Chinese, and Koreans. It is truly the melting
pot of the Pacific where the perfect harmony within
the ranks of its people is frequently a cause for wonder.
The legislative branch of the Hawaiian government

Is Hawaii qualified to receive such a distinguished
recognition? Let me summarize briefly its contentions. Of its entire population, eighty per cent are
American citizens. The remaining twenty per cent
are non-citizens chiefly because of national immigration laws which have made it impossible for
them to seek naturalization. Its population of 465,000
places it ahead of Vermont, Delaware, Wyoming,
and Nevada. Its area of 6438 square miles surpasses
Connecticut,

record

Delaware,

of forty years

and

Rhode

of orderly

Island.

Senators

Page
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serving

for a term

of four years

and

a

its

public finances and economic life are stable; it boasts

one of the finest educational systerns in the country.
In 1940, Hawaii paid more federal income taxes than
did those of fourteen individual states and more internal revenue than twelve. (Yet as a territory, it has
no vote on the imposing of such levies). The gross
assessed value of its real and personal property is
greater than nine states. Its crime rate is considerably
below that of comparable mainland areas; its health
record considerably above. Hawaii has met and fulfilled
every obligation imposed on her. Once again, this time
after a 1940

plebiscite

vote

of more

than

people appeal for equality.

is made up of a senate and a house of representatives,
with

It has

self-government;

(Continued

on

page

sixteen)

2 to 1, its

Lincoln Assassinated
By Henry

REcCHTIEN

This story behind the murder of Abraham
Lincoln represents almost word for word
the prosecution’s reconstruction of the crime
as presented to the military court which
tried the assassinators of the President.
- Pp

RESIDENT
LINCOLN Assassinated!”
might have been the call of newsboys on the
streets of New York the morning of April 15, 186s.

From their headquarters in Canada these agents
concerned themselves with authorizing shady charac-

Behind

burning Federal ships and manufacturing plants, and
conducting other forms of sabotage. Besides these
operations the Confederate agents had an_ official
activity in that they sought aid from foreign governments for the Confederacy. As a further sideline they intended to prevent the reelection of Presi-

the antedated

headlines

of the

New

York

‘Tribune of that date is perhaps one of the most unusual and most interesting stories of all time. The
trial of the conspirators who killed Abraham Lincoln

revealed a most vicious and underhanded plot. Most
of the following material has been cbtained from the

argument of special judge advocate John A. Bingham,
presented at the actual military trial of the conspirators.
It was

October,

1864.

The

North

and

the

South

were in the last bitter fighting that precedes the end
of any conflict. Grant’s army of the North had already fought its way through the Wilderness losing
55,000 men, and was now sieging the town of Petersburg which was defended by Lee’s army of Northern
Virginia. Sherman had captured Atlanta and was preparing for his march to the sea.
Abraham

Lincoln

was

running

for a second

term

against General George B. McClellan. The North was
as tired of war

as the South,

and

the administration

was often charged with slackness and ineptitude.
In the South chances for success against the North
were daily diminishing. The Federal naval blockade
was having its effect, and the army was sorely in need
of equipment. Southern manpower had been exhausted, and there were no replacements for the
dwindling armies that were being pounded by the
vicious attacks of Grant and Sherman. Food was scarce,

and the civilian population was suffering many hardships.

ters

dent

and

Lincoln.

On

to

make

October

raids

13,

on

Federal

1864,

the

towns,

following

letter in cipher was sent by the agents in Canada
Richmond,

to

Va., the capital of the Confederacy.

“We again urge the immense necessity of our gaining immediate advantage. Strain every nerve for victory. We now look upon the re-election of Lincoln in
November as almost certain, and we need to whip his
hirelings to prevent it. Besides, with Lincoln reelected,
and his armies victorious, we need not hope even for
recognition, much less the help mentioned in our
last. Holcomb will explain this. Those figures of the
Yankee armies are correct to a unit. Our friends shall
be immediately set to work as you direct.”
To which the following official reply in cipher was
delivered to the agents in Canada from the Confederate capital:
“Your letter of the 13th instant is at hand. There
is yet time enough to colonize many voters before
November. A blow will shortly be stricken here. It is
not quite time. General Longstreet is to attack Sheridan without delay, and then move north as far as
practicable towards unprotected points. This will be
made instead of movement before mentioned. He will
endeavor to assist the Republicans in collecting their
ballots. Be watchful and assist him.”
When

At this time Jefferson Davis, President of the Confederate States of America, had authorized and ac-

half-wits

November

came,

however,

Lincoln

received

credited agents in Canada and the United States to
commit infamous acts in the interest of the seceding states. Several of these agents were later to be-

two hundred and twelve electoral votes to twenty-one
for his Democratic opponent, General McClellan. Because of Lincoln’s re-election and the increasing reverses of the South, the Confederate agents in Canada
decided that the Union President should be elimin-

come the hirers of the conspirators actually respon-

ated. It was not long before one of the agents, Jacob

sible for the death of Lincoln.

‘Thompson, was proposing a plot sc extensive in naPage five

ture as to eliminate almost all the important executives of the Federal government. About this time John
Wilkes

Booth,

an actor and

matinee

idol later to be-

come the murderer of Lincoln, and Lewis T. Payne,
the future assaulter of Secretary of State Seward, met
with Thompson in Canada. At this meeting Wilkes
and Payne were offered commissions to assassinate
Abraham

Lincoln,

Andrew

Johnson,

the

Vice

Presi-

dent, the Secretary of War, the Secretary of State,
Judge Chase, and General Grant. ‘Thompson explained
that the assassination of these parties would leave the
government of the United States entirely without a
head because there was no provision in the Constitution of the United States by which the citizens could
elect another President. He further proclaimed that
he did not consider “anything dishonorable that would
serve their cause.” Everyone engaged in the enterprise
was

to be commissioned,

and

after the

assassins

had

struck their blow they could escape into Canada where

they could

not be reclaimed

under

the extradition

treaty.

Booth and Payne returned to the States, and Booth
began the organization of a band to bring about the
desired assassinations. Much preliminary work was
necessary before the plot could be carried out. He
gathered to his cause many friends of the South, some
with criminal records, some half-wits. To many of the
associates he promised large financial rewards while
he actually received many subscriptions to the cause

from

Southern

sympathizers.

Elaborate

plans

were

made for the assassinations as well as for the escape of
the conspirators. Under the guise of founding an oil
company much correspondence was conducted. Uncovered in the trial was one striking example of the
effectiveness of this ruse in a letter to Booth from an
unknown conspirator.
“Friend Wilkes: I received yours of March 12th,
and reply as soon as practicable. I saw French, Brady
and others about the oil speculation. ‘The subscription
to the stock amounts to eight thousand dollars, and I
add one thousand myself, which is about all I can
stand. Now, when you sink your well, go deep enough;
don’t fail; everything depends upon you and your
helpers. If you cannot get through on your trip after
you strike oil, strike through Thornton gap and across
by Capon, Romney and down the Branch. I can keep
you safe from all hardships for a year. I am clear of all
surveillance now that infernal Purdy is beat . . .”
“I send this by ‘Tom, and if he don’t get drunk you
will get it by the gth. At all events, it cannot be un-

derstood if lost . . .”
“No

more,

only Jake will be at Green’s

with

the

In

the
of

meantime

the

Jefferson

Davis,

conspiracy
and

the

received
fact

that

the
Booth

was found in possession of a secret cipher which Davis
used in his state department at Richmond
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the death

of Old

Abe,

of the Vice

President

and

of

General Dix in less than ten days, I might put him
down as a fool. Booth is in Washington with plenty
of friends.” This same day, Jacob Thompson withdrew from the Confederate funds in the Ontario bank
one hundred and eighty thousand dollars in the form
of certificates which could be used anywhere, and
which were presumably paid to the conspirators.
While the plans of the conspiracy were being perfected President Lincoln had accomplished much. On
March fourth he read his second inaugural speech before the east front of the capitol building—“With
malice toward none, with charity for all . . .” On April
second Petersburg fell and the next day Northern
troops entered the enemy’s capital. On April sixth
Lincoln spoke words of conciliation to the defeated
people of Richmond, and on April ninth Lee surrendered. The war was over! Washington went into a
stage of celebration.
On April thirteenth the conspiracy got under way
although rather unsuccessfully. Michael O’Laughlin, to
whom had been assigned the part of murdering General Grant, entered the home of the Secretary of War
where Grant was visiting. Placing himself in the. hall
where he could see the general, O’Laughlin was scrutinized by the servants who decided that he was acting very suspiciously. Fortunately they decided to eject
the assassin before he started his bloody job.
The following day the President, Mrs. Lincoln and
General and Mrs. Grant were to attend the performance of the play, “Our American Cousin,” at Ford’s
theater. However, in the afternoon Grant changed his
mind, and decided to leave Washington with his wife
so that they could visit their children. Lincoln, not
wishing to disappoint the audience who ‘had bought
tickets believing that the Lincolns and the Grants
would

attend

the performance,

left the White

House

with his wife for the performance at ten minutes after
eight o’clock. Soon Mr. and Mrs. Lincoln, Major Rathbone and fiancee were safely seated in the President’s
box at the theater.
Outside the box John F. Parker stood guard. Parker
soon tired of his post and deserted it, even partaking

of a drink at a nearby tavern before the evening was

funds. (Signed) Lon.”
approval

to indicate that the two were in communication. About
April first all preliminary plans for the assassination
had been completed and Booth held frequent meetings of the conspirators in the boarding house of Mrs.
Mary G. Surratt.
Meanwhile in Canada the Confederate agents were
watching the proceedings with great interest. On April
sixth at a meeting in Montreal a certain agent by the
name of George Harper stated, “If I do not hear of

would seem

over. John Wilkes Booth, in the meantime, departed
for the theater about nine. At ten minutes past ten
Booth entered the President’s box and very quietly
(Continued

on page

twenty-one)

Daydreaming Enroute
@ By A SentoR ENGINEER

The writer is bashful and prefers to conceal
his identity. After you find out what the
article deals with you will understand his
reason for anonymity. It is humorous and
enjoyable.

RAVELING, especially on trains, was something
I always looked forward to with great anticipation, but as the years came and went the trip between the hometown and Dayton, and Dayton and the
hometown became something to which I just had to
resign myself. It was just on one of these trips that
boredom had reached its peak. The scenery which
seemed to glide in the distance and roar by close to
the coach window had become overly familiar. Within
the coach everyone was attempting and vainly so,
either to sleep or to read. Not a bit of conversation
accompanied the rhythmic clicking of the wheels. My

last resort was to get up and walk the length of the
train to the observation platform. A biting wind soon
caused me to leave this unusually lonesome place and
slowly back to the rumbling coach I made my way.
Before getting to my coach I had to walk through
the pullman, you know, where everything is just too—
too cozy, when out of the corner of an open compartment I heard a very feminine voice exclaim, “Darling
if you don’t stop kissing me, neither of us will live to
a ripe old age.” It wasn’t just gentlemanly but I
couldn’t help taking a quick peek, one of those spurof-the-moment kind. Immediately I came to the conclusion that these two were on their honeymoon. It
was in the atmosphere and the bits of confetti and
brand new luggage, well, they just added to that atmosphere. Having composed myself, I leisurely walked
back to my seat thinking how grand it must be to be
in love and so forth—well you know what I mean.
As the wheels kept on with their monotonous clicking I began to think just why do people kiss each
other, why don’t they just pull each other's nose or ear,
or maybe a little kick in the shins? If done not too
roughly it could serve the same purpose. It was silly
but food for thought. I began to wonder how the prehistoric cave man did his kissing. He couldn’t possibly
have been very tender. As a result he must have been

a bit forceful to bestow this blessed token on_ his
affection. But then this caveman type doesn’t work
today—so they tell me.

Looking at a picture of the Neanderthal man, he just
doesn’t

look

romantic

at

all,

still,

after

all,

human

nature is human nature. Can there be any doubt at all
that Adam when doing his bit of courting not only
once but on several occasions took advantage when
opportunity presented itself and kissed Eve. What’s
more, she most certainly must have enjoyed it. I can’t
help but conclude that since its earliest inception, kissing has been passed down through all the ages—from
mouth to mouth.
I recall reading once about a certain French writer,
a most intelligent sort of a guy, who classified kisses
into twenty different varieties. A most knowing fellow
I think. Then there was another gentleman, not quite
so bold, who thought there were only five groups: The
love

kiss,

the

affectionate

kiss,

the

peace

kiss,

the

reverential kiss and the friendship kiss. ‘The principal
one

is, of course,

the first of the above

mentioned—

that of love, on which the rhapsodical utterances
of the great poets could be quoted almost indefinitely.
The modern romanticist copies his line from them.
Well,

almost

all.

From time immemorial, way back when you know,
kisses have also symbolized and_ signified affection,
sympathy, joy, sorrow. ‘They have been tokens of welcome and departure and have likewise been employed
as a mark

of

reverence,

gratitude,

reconciliation

and

humility. All of these have played great parts in the
history of the world.
A sudden jerk of the train brings me out of my
stupor. One more hour and I'll be in Dayton. My, but
time flies when one day dreams on such an insignificant
little item. Hardly had I settled myself once more,
when a very pretty young lady makes her way down the
aisle in search of a vacant seat. Not being too much
overcome by her beauty I did admire her corsage, for

right in the middle of it was a figure in the shape
of a heart and

the heart made

frem—of

all things,
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mistletoe. Once again I didn’t act as gentlemanly as I
should have. I turned around and watched where she
went. Being a little shy, I thought I’d better get back
to my dreams. They didn’t proceed as fluently as
before but they proceeded.
‘Try as I might I couldn’t forget that mistletoe (in
more ways than one), and I wondered where it had
received its “reputation.” All I found out later was
that the mistletoe which dates back to early antiquity,
has always been associated with an opportunity for
pleasurable osculation (I don’t like that word) when
a person could encounter a desirable member of the
opposite sex under a suspended spray. This very nice
custom. is said to date back to the days of Druidism,
whenever that was. “Us” engineers don’t know everything you know.
Literature is of course not the only medium in which
kissing was immortalized. For example there is that
beautiful marble sculpture of Cupid and Psyche. In the
world of music, I can recall when Siegfried with a kiss
awakens Brunhilde from her long sleep.
The poet Byron, perhaps an authority on the subject, wrote about the tempo of a kiss, when he wrote
these lines:
“Each kiss a heart-quake, for a kiss’ strength
I think it must be reckoned by its length.”

Shakespeare when writing his plays has made unfor-

gettable until this day the kisses exchanged between
Romeo and Juliet. The greatest actors and actresses of
each generation have portrayed this scene beautifully.
That kisses, by reason of the important personages
involved, have at least indirectly, played their role in
world

history,

there

can

doubt.

Romance

has

extent,

There is no question of a doubt that a kiss has
transported the lucky one to the seventh heaven. Still
there are times where this journey may be a case of mistaken identity. Take for example the case of the young
man who, having known his girl but two nights, kissed
her. Feeling none too well after this experience he
later confided to the physician that just as he kissed
her, the earth slid from
went out of his mouth,

under
while

his feet, and his soul
his head touched the

stars. A quick analysis disclosed that what really aided

him was the old man’s boot.
But all that is too ridiculous don’t you think? Let’s
return to the sublime and also to one of our great
American statesmen, John Hay, who could also find
time to write a little poem entitled “How It Happened.” You see even great statesmen find time to
permit their thoughts and fancies to take flight into
“And when you muse at evening
At the sound of some vanished name,

‘The ghost of my kiss shall touch your lips
And kindle your heart to flame.”
“Dayton, all off for Dayton.”

heart made captive. What a world, what a world.

25—fe
ENLIGHTENMENT
told me that life is a dream,

Or a play, or a song;
But I learned they are wrong.
My life is much more than a dream.
Illusions must fade—came the time
When I learned life is real;
We can think; we can feel;
And life is a contest sublime!

The dream is the aim or the goal,

The play is the race,
And the song is the pace...

The contest is won in each soul.
—SisteErR Mary
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no

the realm of romance.

Gosh all frizzle frazzle, there are kisses and kisses,
and there is all the difference in the world between the
kiss on the brow of a chaste damsei and that on the
lips of a damsel who has been chased and finally her

Some

be

ever influenced and always will, to a great
govern mankind and help shape its destiny.

F orine,

S.N.D.

The College Women In War
© By Berry May
This very timely article is addressed to college women but it is full of significant thinking for all the students here on the campus.
V V/

AR—what does it mean to the college student
of today, especially the college women? This
is our first experience in actual war. For several years
in sociology, history, economics, philosophy, and political science courses we have studied other wars literally
from all angles. We have studied the causes, and seen
the effects on nations and peoples, but this is the first
time the shocked realization of actual participation in
war has struck us.
What are the first reactions? Most of us are bewildered. In what ways will it affect us? We can’t believe that we are actually going to be called upon to
make sacrifices. What about college--how is this speed-

ing up program going to help or hinder us? Should we

who or what it costs we must keep up the morale. We
cannot lose our heads, we must keep emotions under
control. Our brothers do not want to leave us, but they

must. We can’t be selfish and make it harder for them
to go. Reassure them that Mother and Dad will be
taken care of. Have faith and hope yourself, and
instill some in them. Do not let things at home worry
them. We aren’t the only ones who have had to give
up. Just remember all the women, perhaps your own

quit school entirely and go to work in some defense
industry? All these questions we ask ourselves.
Along with the bewilderment comes the downright
SCARED feeling. What about our careers, our plans
after college? Some of us are worried about our brothers who, if they aren’t in the army now, soon may be
in the armed forces. Others of us have just gotten
engagement rings and fear that the war will put an
end to dreams of happiness for some time. Then others
are concerned with “The One” who is not in the army
yet, but after graduation will be. What will become of
them and us? Marriage and the little white house with
green shutters seem even more remote. Most of us

hearts in World War I so that our generation could
live in democracy. Where they did not succeed so
perfectly we must.
Our duty is to go to school and learn. ‘The country
needs leadership built on a good education. We must
see the mistakes of the past and try to find the right
remedy for the future. We must keep informed on
current events and their relation to the future. But
what concerns us now is the present. We have a war
to win and we must win! Give up a “coke” or two
and buy a defense stamp. If we cannot get all the new

are not so selfish as to fear for our own safety, but

clothes we want, so what? Who

rather for the safety of those we love.
Then the immediate reaction is what can we do to
help?—and we do want to help! Some of us are
already taking first aid courses; others who can drive
want to join the motor corps. Changing tires on an
ambulance isn’t the worst catastrophe in the world.
We'll probably have to do less appealing tasks. All of
us can knit. It is not the question of what we knit but
it is the feeling that we are helping and have volunteered our services in some way. Maybe we could work
a day and contribute enough money to buy a sweater

for women when the army and navy need materials for

or scarf,

but

when

it costs

us

something

in

time

and

we see the finished article we have a certain pride in
our small contribution.
too, and

We

could

still knit in leisure hours

contribute
instead

money

of playing

bridge.
The greatest contribution we can make is prayer. The

aunts,

who

uniforms.

gave

their husbands,

brothers,

and

sweet-

cares about new clothes

If we have to do without “‘saddle shoes,” we

shall have some other kind. If no one wears them they
won't be in style.
But right here and now what should we do? According to Father Kobe, “the best service of the undergraduates until their country calls them is to get a good
education.” Do not quit school. After the war we'll
need educated people to help set and keep this world
straight. But most important we should adopt the
motto not only “Remember Pearl Harbor” but especially that which appears on all United States coins,
“In God We Trust.” Our country bas been victorious
in other wars and if In God We Trust—and only with
His help—we will be victorious again and frame a
peace. We, the college women, have our duty. De
termined and united we stand—chin up, head clear,

men must fight and perhaps with their minds only on

emotions in check, and praying that after all this we

war they could easily forget about prayer. It is up to

will find true happiness

the women

well done.

to pray and

enlist God’s

help. No

matter

in the satisfaction

of a job
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Cap and Gown
© By Howarp Carr

Do you know the origin of the academic garb
that students and faculty wear at commencement and on other accasions? Read _ this
article for an answer to this question.

fellows of Queen’s College, Oxford, that they were to
dine in hall in purple cloaks, the doctors wearing those

trimmed with fur, while the masters wore theirs plain.
Ce

AND GOWN . . in these two seemingly
unimportant words are wrapped up the hopes
and dreams of every scholar who has entered an in-

stitution of learning. But how many

of those same

scholars know the origin and history of these regal garments. ‘Io trace the history of academic costumes we
must go back more than seven centuries to the revival
of an interest in learning that took place in Europe in
the eleventh and twelfth centuries. Early in the twelfth
century those famous medieval universities of Paris and
Bologna were founded and later the English universities
of Oxford and Cambridge.
At this time in history the dress of the people was
entirely different from that of today. Everyone, both
men and women, wore gowns, that is, long, full-flowing
robes. Naturally there were many types of these gowns.
They varied from the simple, rough worsteds of the
poor man to the rich gold brocades of the royalty. As
to who should wear the various types of robes was decided upon by the king, and even the smallest details
such as color and material rested upon his decision.

At a later date at Cambridge, a distinction was made
between the hoods of non-regent masters, which were
lined with silk, and those of regents, which were lined
with miniver. Later again the regents wore theirs to
show the white lining while the non-regents wore theirs
“squared” (no white showing). Thus the titles “White
Hoods” and “Black Hoods” given the upper and the
lower houses of the senate respectively.

It is uncertain as to how and when the cap became
a part of the ceremony of receiving the academic degree. But the cap of the Oxford M.A. was the sign of
his independence and it was required that he wear it at
all university ceremonies. This is derived from the
Roman law allowing a slave to put on a cap when he
was freed. At the University of Paris in the early days
when the student had received his license to teach, his

emancipation from bachelorhood
placing a cap on his head.

The using of these robes by the universities was also
for a practical purpose. Clerics maintained the universities at this time and they found that copes and capes
with hood attached were almost a necessity for warmth
in the cold churches. Caps were worn for the same
reason.

symbolized

by

The square cap was called a biretta and the round
cap for doctors,

During the early years of the medieval universities
the scholars wore the same general clothing as everyone
else, but soon the details of the students’ apparel were
prescribed by university statutes to distinguish the
different degrees of learning and the faculties. Then
when the fashions of the people changed, the scholars
kept their original styles. The statutes of certain colleges required of the students as early as the fourteenth
century the tonsure and a “decent habit suitable to a
clerk.”

was

which

still survives

today,

was

called

a pileus. The former was adopted at the universities
after 1520 in imitation of the University of Paris. There
is some difference of opinion about the origin of the
Oxford or “motor board” style cap with stiff corners.
One theory is that it was “square” in order to be like
scholars and their books”; another that it was adopted
from the quadrangular shape of the English schools’
campus, and still another that it was derived from the
master workman’s mortar board. These first square hats
were very similar to those worn today except that the
original tuft is now replaced by the tassel.

In the United

States as a result of our English

heritage, caps and gowns have beer in continuous use
since Colonial times. Columbia College continued the
customs of King’s College in the city of New York,
customs which had been transplanted to American

soil. The only radical change was the code which was
There are instances where the founder of a college
left

directions

what

For

example,

Robert
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livery

the

students

Englesfield

should

prescribed

wear.

for

the

modified and lost much of the high color so noticeable
in Great Britain. In 1880 the use of codes became
more widely spread among the universities, but there

was no system discernible and few persons could dis-

sented to the American institutions of higher learning

tinguish the degrees of the various markings on the
costumes. At that time there were few hoods in use
and those that were used were still retained by the
clergy.

it was accepted by fully ninety-five
colleges and universities.

After 1885 there was a widespread student movement
in America to wear caps and gowns at commencement
exercises. It was approved particularly by the students
on account of its uniformity. This overcame all differences of dress and made for democracy. The idea was
quickly approved by the faculties and soon gowns and
even an occasional hood were worn by them at
academic ceremonies. It was seen that the gowns added
grace and overcame awkwardness in speaking and that
the general effect was to make university functions
more characteristic, impressive and interesting to all
beholders.

per cent

of all

The code provided for three types of gowns and
three types of hoods for bachelors, masters and doctors.
The square hats are the same except that the doctor’s
hat may be of velvet and have a gold tassel. The
bachelor’s gown is of a black worsted material and it
can be distinguished by its pointed sleeves hanging
nearly to the knee. The master’s gown, which is made
of silk, has closed sleeves that are square at the end and
extend well below the knee. The arm comes through a
slit at the elbow. The doctor’s gown is also silk and,
like a judge’s gown, has full round open sleeves. It is
faced with velvet and his three bars of velvet on each
sleeve.
It is the hood, however, which is the most important

At the same time it became apparent that if the
many American colleges were ever to enjoy the full
advantages of academic costume, there should be an
intelligible system adaptable to all institutions. Consequently in 1893 the Intercollegiate Commission, a
group of leading American educators, met at Columbia
College to prepare a tentative draft of a uniform code.
This simple, adaptable code regulated the design or
pattern of the gowns and hoods and the colors and

the materials to be used. When, in 1895, it was pre-

and distinctive feature of the American code. It is
lined with silk in the colors of the institution granting
the degree and trimmed with velvet of the color that
represents the department of learning in which the
degree is obtained. The hood of the University of
Dayton has a red field with a blue chevron. These
hoods with their aesthetic brightening of the otherwise
sombre costums and their appeal to college spirit by
the display of the college colors, yield their significance
during the full period of commencement time.

a5—te
ACCELERATION
Everyone is this great nation
Is going on a war time ration,

Reason for the swift mutation—
Acceleration.

Schools will cut down on vacation,
Students forced to application,
Added to their great vexation—
Acceleration.
Courses will receive inflation,

Subject to collaboration,
And the word for this creation—
Acceleration.

Everyone has this vocation—
Soldiers to your battle station—
Save our land from devastation—
Acceleration!
—Betry

Mayt.
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What

Do You Read?

A glance at the current reading habits of University
of Dayton students is very discouraging. “Thrilling Adventure,” “Modern

Romance”

and “Look” characterize

the type of publication habitually read by the average
college student.
Most U. D. students spend a little of their leisure
time each day reading. The habit is a good one and
should not be discouraged. However very few students
digest the type of literature that provide the benefits
to be gained from reading. Worthwhile literature may
be classed as that which: first, imparts knowledge or
stimulates the mind; second, elevates the human

soul;

and third, provides recreation. The type read by most
U. D. students fulfills only the third requirement, it
provides something to do during leisure.
The great paradox is that students attend college to
develop their minds, but they read literature which
does not stimulate thought. College courses provide
knowledge and supposedly teach the student to study
and interpret. Intelligent reading provides “laboratory”
experience in applying the fundamentals learned
through courses. Picture and “pulp” paper magazines
do not offer this experience, and since students do
spend some time reading they might as well benefit by
enjoying literature that stimulates the mental organs.
However, worthwhile literature does not mean the
current best sellers, some of which are about as profit-

able as “Thrilling Adventure.”
Another danger for which the college student must
be on guard is that of falsehood in literature. Modern

secular periodicals and books, at times, contain many
mistakes in logic and a lack of a definite philosophy.
Consequently, at the present when the whole world is
puzzled as to the rights of Man and God, the secular
press does not give us an adequate solution.

excellent guide to Catholic literature entitled, “Living
Catholic Authors,” may be obtained for a very nominal
fee from Brother Thomas Price.
February is Catholic Press Month, and thus there is
no time like the present to cultivate a habit of reading
Catholic literature. A very noble gesture would be to
devote half of the time ordinarily spent on “Western
Stories” and “Interesting Love,” to Catholic books
and magazines.

a

a

—H. R.

Editorials
Is the pen mightier than the sword? Most writers
would have us believe so and perhaps a few recent
experiences will bear them out.
‘The Exponent has been campaigning lately for better
manners, the women have been campaigning via the
pages of the Exponent for improvements in male sections

of the

university,

and

several

letter writers

And the moral of the story is that the pen is the
mightier and present day writers have an enormous
responsibility in wielding an instrument as potent and
as powerful as a typewriter. February is Catholic Press
month and that provides an added opportunity to

bring home a lesson to Catholic students who
later be the writers who will shape and mold

A definite guarantee of truth in literature is the

are

using the Exponent to put their pet reforms before the
public. If these articles had no effect at all, they did certainly cause some discussion of the subject. We, for one,
believe that they did some good, if only indirectly. And
just before this edition of the magazine went to press
this writer had an idea for an editorial making some
strong statements and advocating some immediate reforms. The writer talked about his ideas to the right
people and presto, his reforms were accomplished without the use of a typewriter or printing press. So an
Exponent editorial proved effective without it even
being published.

will
public

opinion. ‘The Catholic pen must be even more power-

invested with a strong, living spirit Catholic literature

ful than the pagan pen or the godless sword if it is to
maintain the heritage of Christianity. There’s a chal-

offers both

lenge for you, young men

Catholic

press. Founded
stimulation

on fundamental
and

recreation

truths

to the

and

college

student. For those who prefer books to periodicals, an
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and women

writers!

—JACK JONES.

Toughen Up

Letters To The Editor

To our mind the holy season of Lent has more than
ordinary significance this year. We are a nation at
war, and

soon

all of us will be called

upon

to make

many sacrifices.
College students especially will face many hardships
in the days ahead. To withstand all that will be asked
of us, we must be strong of character and resolute of
will. Lent offers the perfect occasion for a spiritual
“toughening up” so that we can better face the future.
Ash Wednesday is not far away, and now is the time
to consider resolutions that require more sacrifices than
we have ever made before. We owe it to both God and
and Country.
—H. R.

Orchids
Hail to a new publication! Daytoniana, a weekly
bulletin published by the Student Council, appeared
several weeks ago and has already taken its place among
the more mature publications as one of the outstanding
products of student activity. At present it is a single
sheet crowded with notices and announcements and
although it is yet too early to predict its future, it is
definitely a great contribution to student activity. It is
only one of the commendable activities recently undertaken by the Student Council, another being the
extention of the time for the Junior Prom until one
o'clock. The Council deserves congratulations on both
activities.

eect: FR,

et

Arm

America

Your chance to help in the defense effort, your opportunity to buy defense bonds and stamps exists now.
Defense savings bonds and stamps are being offered for
sale this week by the Officers Club and will be sold
hereafter

by

the

bookstore,

treasurer’s

office,

and

cafeteria. The defense stamps are an easy, convenient
way for you to do your duty in helping arm America.
Plan to buy them regularly. The price won’t break you
and even though college students notoriously are always broke and writing home for money, no U. D.
student will be short of a funds when it comes to helping arm America. Buy a share in your government; it’s
an opportunity to save money while helping give a

tank to a Yank so he can slap a Jap.

Dear Scoop,
In the course of human events and in the life of
every student of the University of Dayton, there comes
an occasion of great gaiety called the Junior Prom.
‘This year proved to be no exception in this respect,
but there were details about the Prom this year which
I want to bring to the attention of your dear readers.
Far be
in sordid
in every
test I am

As yet I have had no satisfactory answer to my query
as to the three dollar gate holdup. I say hold up because I can not find any other word that quite as
appropriately describes it. Of course those “in the
know” of the Junior class could probably answer that
quite satisfactorily because among them the price of the
band is probably no secret.
From the maze of popular bands, first one and then
another that were supposed to play for the Prom,
probably some wishful thinking out loud of the Junior
Class, there emerged one Bob Astor, under the beguiled reputation of having come from Meadowbrook.
If this Mad

Musician

was of Meadowbrook,

he prob-

ably played during the lunch hour of Sammy Kaye or
some like celebrity band they happened to have on
hand. Speaking of lunch I was accosted by some individual about mid-way during the dance who swore he
had been conducting a fruitless search all night for the

dinner he insisted was included in the price of his
admission ticket. Why the misrepresentation? Is the
Junior class so much concerned about money-making?
Why wasn’t the price lowered? Does a high price
denote more quality? It should.
Now a word to the Student Council. Is it not your
job to approve all social functions and dances? Did
you see a budget for the Prom? If you did I doubt very
much if your better judgment would have permitted
you to approve such a setup as the Junior class “put

over.

If I have been wrong in my suppositions, and by the
way they are shared by a great many of the students,
please accept my most humble apologies. My only
request is a more above board policy in the future in
the interest of bigger and better University of Dayton
dances.
—THe Man Wuo Came To Dinner.
N. B.: All letters to the editor must bear the name
of the writer or they will not be published. However

if the writer desires that
Exponent

—JACK JONEs.

it from me to embroil my artistic temperment
financial details but . . . there comes the time
man’s life when he longs to protest and progoing to do.

without

his name,

his letter appear

in the

as the letter above,

the

editor will gladly keep the identity of the writer a secret.
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CWLEM
WOMEN’S

WE MUST

SERVE

During the last World War, a wealthy young man,
unwilling to be drafted, fled to Germany. Not many
years passed until he began to regret his selfish action
and longed to return. He looked at his small children.
Did he want them to become regimented, goose-stepping Nazis?

No,

he was an American,

and

he wished

his children to breathe the air of freedom and to know
the glorious meaning of democracy; so in 1939 Grover
Cleveland Bergdoll came home. He came home to
serve a five year prison term so that he might raise
his children Americans.
We have many Bergdolls who enjoy the privileges
of democracy, but are unwilling to fulfill its resulting
obligations. I am ashamed to write that here on the
campus I have heard young men say that they wished
they had a physical defect just bad enough to keep
them out of the army. Such persons aren’t fit to live in
the United States. Instead of being thankful that God
has given them strong bodies with which to serve
their country, they lament the fact that someone else
can’t go while they remain in their comfortable rut. I

tremble for the fate of America if these are the men
who are going to defend it. The Father of his Country
and other dusty patriots make good material for jokes,

EDITOR

... Bretry Kay Bocartr

As the president of our university has said, we are
in a total war. This being the case, I will welcome the
time when it becomes necessary to draft women for
defense industries. In spite of what Father Coughlin
or anyone else may say, why shouldn’t women help in
the service of their country? Don’t they benefit by the
blessings of a democratic government equally with the
men? ‘They are every bit as patriotic. This has been
brought out by the large number already enrolled in
civilian defense.

I sincerely trust that when this world is finally at
peace, we shall have come through the war with charity
toward the vanquished and a greater love and appreciation for everything our Constitution stands for. The
price of victory is high, but not too high, for who can
place a material value on democracy?
-—Mary Ferris.

ej—te

WOMEN’S ATHLETIC
ASSOCIATION
Whenever the words “Women’s Athletic Association”
are mentioned on almost any coeducational campus in
the country, the vision of a muscle-bound girl with no
interest in anything but athletics come to the mind’s

but, after all, they were better Americans than any of

eye of the stronger sex, putting it tritely. If everyone

us can boast of being. We must remember that it is
not only a duty, it is a privilege to defend the prin-

will be truthful, it will be seen that there is very much
fallacy in this picture. I think I can say without reserva-

ciples for which

foot-prints.
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the men

at Valley Forge

left bloody

tion that whenever our W. A. A. here at the University

of Dayton has come in contact with any similar associa-

tion at Play Days or such meetings there has been no
more than one per cent of the muscle-bound or tomboy
type. This small percentage at least is to be expected
since there are in the masculine gender at least one per
cent who are effeminate. I think that every man will
agree that sports have contributed more than one thing
to the American girl. Not among the least of these
things is a better figure, health, sportsmanship, character, cooperation. This is in defense of such pulsating
organizations throughout the colleges of the United
States.
In our connection with the Athletic Federation of
College Women to which 218 colleges in the U. S.
belong we learn what other organizations of the kind
are doing. Some college women have organized a
Women’s Recreation Association instead of a W. A. A.
However, this type would be important in a college
where women are not organized socially. In last month’s
“Sportlight,” the monthly paper, U. D.’s W. A. A.
rated mention on the first page in an article on the
Janet Breidenbach Memorial Award.
There has always been widespread interest in Play
Days which the University of Cincinnati has sponsored
each year. Sixteen colleges send women for a day of
fun and competition. Play days for high school girls
have been offered by colleges throughout the country
but last year was the first time U. D. offered one.
A

satisfactory award system has been developed at
U. D. wherein a girl receives recognition for all-around
prowess in the association. A girl not only receives
points for entering sports but for acting on committees, maintaining high scholarship, managing, and
serving as an officer. This system helps girls who were
not born athletes to get some enjoyment from the
sports offered. Almost every sport in which the girls
are interested is offered with points for participation
in each. The first year a girl is given a “flying D” and
this makes her eligible for the succeeding awards, a
bronze, silver, and gold wings. Each year the Janet
Breidenbach Memorial Award is given to honor the
memory of one of W. A. A.’s most outstanding members. This award is given to the girl in W. A. A. most
outstanding in sportsmanship, scholarship, leadership,
and service. Last year Margaret Reiling, senior business
student, was presented the award.
The officers of the W. A. A. are Mildred Wharmby,
president; Ethel Cochran, vice president; Gertrude
Heinz, secretary; Betty Ann Behringer, treasurer, Martha Lehman,

social chairman; and Pauline Zink, chair-

man of awards. Ardene Stephens is faculty advisor.

IN THIS LAND

OF OURS...

Young Women Are Talking About . . . World War
II... Red Cross work . . . the ever-increasing amount
of uniformed men on the city streets . . . the college
“defense dance” . . . the RAF men “over here” and
the Yanks “over there” . . . the accelerated college
program . . . uniformed women in civilian defense
work .. . Spring . . . a new shade called Petunia Red
. . . Diana Barrymore’s beauty and her success in the
theatre . . . priorities (and they are just talking, not
complaining) ... the last USO dance . . . and the next
one .. . Mickey Rooney and his bride .. . the B-ig...
Lana Turner . . . Betty Grable . . . Sterling Hayden
deserting his screen career for his sea career . . . Richard Carlson . . . government jobs.
Young Women Are Thinking About . . . that soldier
leaving for “destination unknown” . . . the boy who
leaves for camp next week . . what they will be doing
this time next year . . . the new war time . . . how
to ask Dad for an allowance increase (cause prices are
going up and up and up) . . . General McArthur and
his courageous forces . . . the peaceful beauty of Hawaii
that used to be . . . Bob and Elaine living on $21 a
month

. . . Roosevelt*and

Churchill,

and

WHARMBY.

they

ambulance corps . . . giving up cokes to buy defense
stamps.

Young Women Are Reading . . . Alice Duer Miller’s
“The White Cliffs” . . . “Berlin Diary” by William L.
Shirer . . . the newscoops in Dorothy Kilgallen’s column
“Broadway Echoes” . . . “Dagwood and Blondie” . ..
“Terry and the Pirates” (and wondering what Sand-

hurst has up his sleeve) . . . the clever whimsicalities of
speech in “A Woman’s New York” by Alice Hughes
... “Walter Winchell On Broadway” (and Mrs. Winchell’s boy Walter is still the favorite scoop-ist) . . .
the sport pages of newspapers . . . and the front pages,
too! .. . and re-reading letters from that first lieutenant

at Mitchell Field.

|

Young Women Are Listening To . . . News broadcasts . . . Pan-American radio programs . . . “One
Man’s Family” (and thinking the author is over-doing
Cliff's bad luck) . . . the smooth rhythms of Glenn
Miller’s orchestra who is tops in the swing dept . . .
the orchestras of Claude Thornhill, Johnny Long, and
Vaughn Monroe, who are good, too! . . . the New York
Philharmonic . . . Kate Smith and “Dear Mom” .
Dinah Shore . . . the new Cole Porter tunes . . . radio

broadcasts for benefit of soldiers and sailors . . . Irving
Berlin’s patriotic songs, written for World War I and
World War II . . . Rise Stevens, the new Metropolitan

opera singer . . . talk about Army life . . . latest developments in the Pacific . . . time ticks away.

—Mu~prReD

what

will do next to surprise the guy with the Charlie Chaplin mustache . . . the boys who volunteer . . . the boys
who are drafted . . . their mothers . . . enlisting in the

—B. K. B.
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(Continued from page four)

was remarkable. Pearl Harbor and Hickam Field were

The concensus of opinion in Washington was that
this was indeed a vital but delicate question. There
were many obstacles and deep problems which required considerable investigation. The principal stumbling block was the problem of the large Japanese
population. On the whole, there was hardly any question of their loyalty but yet there has been undeniable
evidence of a tendency toward political and economic
domination. And so in view of the disturbed condition
of the world, the statehood issue was again shelved for
further consideration.
The strategical importance of Hawaii is common
knowledge to all. Pearl Harbor, greatest U. S. Naval
Base in the Pacific, is permanently assigned with a
powerful striking force, consisting of a substantial part
of our entire fleet. Hickam Field, largest and best
equipped army air field, is proof indeed of the value
attached to the islands. There are also numerous

forts,

among which is Schofield Barracks, largest regular army
outpost in the United States. Just how the unprovoked
attack caught this vertible array of military strength
with such surprise will always be a mystery to me. Yet,
I still believe that Hawaii is impregnable.
Such was Hawaii until December 7, 1941, when the
disastrous Japanese attack rained death and destruction.
The resulting turmoil was met by cool, efficient leadership and the brilliant recovery after the initial shock

hit hardest, with a few bombs hitting Honolulu proper
for a demoralizing effect.
In the fighting that followed, United States forces
covered themselves with glory by outstanding feats of
valor. The enemy soon realized this amazing fighting
spint and abandoned whatever plans they may have
entertained of doing further harm.
The governor immediately proclaimed martial law
and overnight, Hawaii became a strong island fortress
and war conditions prevailed. All able-bodied men were
placed on the home guard to patrol the sections along
their homes. Food and gasoline were rationed; blackouts staged nightly. Anyone roaming the streets after
7:00 P. M. was to be shot on sight. Although the
dreaded moment had arrived with unexpected swift-

ness, Hawaii proved her mettle by instant action and
retaliation. The splendid cooperation from the civilian
population heartened the trying efforts of the authorities to coordinate an island-wide defense machine.
What the future holds in store for Hawaii, God only
knows. Its people look forward to a quick end to this
terrible war and the ultimate recognition of Hawaii as
a full-fledged state.
“With confidence in our armed forces, with the
unbounding determination of our people—we will gain
the inevitable triumph—so help us God.”

25a
A CHORINE’S CHIDINGS
“Waiting on the City Hall steps,
Pondering over the future—
But there isn’t any future.
I’m lower than a submarine.
What the—
My room rent’s paid
And I still got six bits in my pocket.
My toes are still full of that old swing,
Although they’re feeling hellish now.
I can still roll my eyes
And dance like a trooper.

My stockings have only one mend in the heel.
I’m well off!

He said he’d meet me here at three
No use to wait.
It’s almost five.

Foiled again!
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Telly.

But it’s too far to bum,

My feet hurt.
And anyway,
You gotta be tops or possess “oomph.”
Or what do they possess?
Hundreds there like me.

Enough competition in this hamlet.
Nope—start shovin’ off those so-called feet,
It’s back to hoofing it
In an all-night dive.
How about the Cherokee Club on Fifty-Second Street?
I saw a sign there this morning...
That didn’t interest me then.

So what?

I’m not stupid;
I know when I’ve been jilted.
Just a little dime-a-dozen, hard-boiled chorine
Turned damnably

Mr. Winchell sees this happen every day.
You can read it in his column in each World
Might try to crash Hollywood,
A smooth town.

“Softie.”

No harm in trying.
Who was it who said “Count your blessings?”
Maybe there’s something in that .. .
—CeE ia

Himes.

The Bells of St. Cecilia
@ By Jack QuaTMAN
This story ties the first World War with the
present war. War and love and convent
prayers and memories are fused into a pleasant combination.
I:

~

WAS

The

in a

little coastal town in New

moon

was

the table, a glass of wine in front of him, and in the

center a small candle protruding from a used wine
bottle casting a dim light on his clean-cut features;
this was the picture. His hair, now turning gray, was
well-groomed. His clothes showed him to be a man of
wealth. Above the music of the chapel bells he heard
voices approaching his secluded booth.
“My dear, will you have to leave now that the war
he heard

a soft feminine

voice ask.

And then her escort replied, “Certainly,
duty as a United States soldier.”

“But darling, I don’t want you to—Oh,
sir,

I didn’t

mean

to intrude.

We

didn’t

it is my

I’m sorry
know

that

this booth was occupied.”
Mr. Anthony
do come in.”

smiled and

said, “No,

“Thank you
you see we—”

sir,” answered

no, not at all,

the young

man,

“but

“I know, you two are spending a last night, but
you will have a glass of wine with an old man won’t
you? Come nov, sit down and chat with me for awhile.
Come, you'll find two glasses there, I’m sure.”

The drawing personality of the host was too much
for the young couple to resist. They noticed the two
glasses setting there, as if waiting for them. They sat

down

and the soldier filled his girl’s glass, his and

the host’s.
wine?”

“Eh?”

said the old man

I really shouldn’t,

I feel heady

The

soldier seized the outstretched hand.

“Glad to know you, sir. I am Second
Watkins and this is Miss Gloria.”

Lieutenant

England.

shining full, out of blue-black

night, making a beautiful picture as it cast its light
on the waters of the ocean. You could see the small
fishing boats riding at anchor in the harbor. The docks
were empty and the town was quiet. On a small hill
at the edge of town was the convent of St. Cecilia.
The bells were ringing out calling the nuns to evening
prayers. Down in the center of the town in a quiet
little wine garden was an old man trying to picture
the small black figures as they crossed over the short
passageway to the chapel. Setting before Thomas Anthony was a bottle of wine. Two empty glasses across

is declared?”

“Allow me to introduce myself. I’m Mr. Thomas
Anthony.”

smiling,
already.

“more

The
“No,

old man
no,”

started. “Eh?
cried

the

Gloria, Gloria who?”

soldier,

“her

last

name

is

Gloria, Miss Joan Gloria.”
“Oh, I am sorry,” said the old man. He sat back.
“I guess this wine is affecting me, for a moment I
thought—but then never mind.”
“Please, Mr. Anthony, go on,” pleaded Joan. “For
a moment you thought I was who?”
“Well I thought your voice, your name was so much
like Gloria Swanson. You wouldn’t know her. You
see she was my fiancee many years back. For some
reason or other I would like to talk about her tonight.
It seems like only yesterday that we were sitting here
like you two enjoying a glass of wine before I left
for the front.”
The young couple settled themselves and the old
man sipped from his glass and continued. “We spent
many happy hours here in this little wine garden. I
was a young medical student receiving my education
at the small university twenty miles up the coast. I
was going to set up a practice here in this town and
spend the rest of my days making her happy, but
then the terrible thing happened. Just like tonight,

the news-stands were filled with papers announcing
war between the United States and Germany. We
came here to this little wine garden as we had every
Saturday night and sipped our last glass of wine together, for I was a reserve officer and was needed at
the front. I remember her as she sat beside me. The
light of a full moon played on her beautiful blonde
hair. Fear was in her eyes as she pictured me facing
death on the battlefield. I told her if I never came
back that she was to forget and find another, but she,
the wonderful religious girl that she was, vowed that
if I never returned she would never have another but
God. Too quickly those precious moments passed.
Hardly a word was spoken while they lasted. Hand in
hand we sat here at this table, looking in each other’s

eyes and spoke of our love for each other. The next
day I was sent off to a training camp. After three
months

I

was

sent

to

the

front,

fighting

in

the
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trenches. It didn’t matter how terrible the battle was
and how fiercely we fought, she was always first in
my mind, whenever

a shell burst, in the midst of the

terrific glare I could see her face. At night as I stood
guard in the lines, | would dream of the happy days
that we had spent here and would spend again as soon
as the war was over.

“Finally a doctor got to me, and

“We were shoving the Germans back, slowly,
steadily. Victory was close at hand. Then one night
our regiment was heavily shelled and I lay among
the wounded—shrapnel through my leg. I was in
agony and out of my head most of the time. The
first thing I saw when I opened my eyes was she, a
Red Cross nurse just to be with me. At night when
I was supposed to be sleeping I was with Gloria. ‘Then
I was sent back to the first lines. We noticed the
Germans were giving way, then we learned that they
had out-flanked us and captured the hospital base
behind. So we had to turn and fight our way back.
It was almost like a massacre, trapped. Our men were
shot down like flies. We divided into three squads.
I was going crazy picturing Gloria as a German captive. I noticed less firing on our part and looking
around I noticed to my horror that I was the last
officer standing on my feet. I commanded one fierce
attack on the German lines. Before I knew it the
Germans were retreating and the base was once again
in our hands. Ordering a few of my soldiers to go to
the base, I told them

to send

the nurses

and

doctors

and the wounded back from the front. And I wished
to heaven that I would have got to a hospital base, to
a doctor, when I saw the last wagon carrying the nurses
out of sight. The prisoners were standing in front of
me. The men were searching for any concealed weapons. Suddenly I saw one German make a plunge and

a blinding glare flashed in my
nothing for three days. Why

pital, I will never know. I guess the poor sergeant was
frightened. The responsibility was too much for him.
He didn’t realize that if my wounds weren’t mended
quickly I would be physically wrecked the rest of my
life.

face. I remembered

I was not sent to a hos-

Wal.

the

2?

The old
then called
the booth
gether they
“Pardon

man took a final step from his glass and
for his man. An old servant stepped into
and handed Mr. Anthony his cane. Tostarted for the door.
me,

sir,” said the soldier.

“Where

is your

Gloria, and why didn’t you go back to her?”
The old man turned and smiled. “Gloria? She’s up

there in that chapel on the hill. Every night I know
that she is praying for her fiance whom she believes to
be dead.” The old man leaned heavily on his cane
as he finished. “You

am totally
and left.

blind.”

see,

With

I am

this,

dead. That is, partly, I

the

old

man

turned

The young boy and girl turned to each other, and
their hands met. Outside of the wall, they could hear
the faint tapping of a cane dying away in the distance.
And then from the hill came soft music, lullabying
the village. Small black figures moved from the chapel,
back to the convent, as the music died away; the bells

of St. Cecilia.

wt

Verses

Aren’t hard to write
Nor do they take much time

Especially one minus rhyme
Like this.
—Dorttir DusSTMAN.
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I learned

awful truth. As I lay on my cot I realized how dark
my future would be for me. One night I quietly
changed the identification card at the foot of my bed
with the dying soldier lying next to me. My name was
listed with the dead. With my new name I returned
here and have spent the rest of my days living on the
money that I inherited from my father before the

She Saw The Immaculate

Conception
® By Paut ManLe

The

beautiful

story

of

Bernadette

and

Lourdes never grows old. Here is a very delightful retelling that you will enjoy very
much,

66

ELL be careful not to slip into the river,”

said Bernadette, as she, her younger sister, Toinette, and a friend, Jeanne Abadie, set out to

gather firewood. A lady had told them they would
find some near the Massabieille grotto; so, while they
are hurrying thither, let us see in retrospect, the earlier
life of our little heroine. I say little, for though already
fourteen,

she was

small

in stature

and

looked

much

younger.
In southern France at the base of the Pyrenees lies
the town of Lourdes among the rocks. As darkness
gathered over this town on January 7, 1844, it found a
frail baby girl, the first arrival in the home of Francois
and Louise Soubirous. She was christened MarieBernarde, but was commonly known as Bernadette.
Her parents being very poor, she spent her summers
as a little shepherdess over the sheep of a friend at
Bartres. The long hours of solitude in the fields were
passed by saying the rosary, knitting, or playing with
the lambs. During the cold winters, she stayed at
Lourdes with her parents, Toinette, and her younger
brothers,

in

the

one

little

dark

room

which

formed

their entire dwelling. In the corners of this room, surrounded by curtains, were the beds, and in the center
stood a small table on which they ate their frugal
meals. Up to the age of fourteen, Bernadette had received no formal education, but in January, 1858, just
a month before we found her looking for firewood,
she joined the class of children preparing for their
First Communion. The winter of 1858 was exceptionally cold, and as the Soubirous family could buy no
fuel, Bernadette and Toinette had to gather the driftwood on the banks of the river Gave. It was on such a
mission we first met them, on the eleventh of February.

tet

cold

stream.

Bernadette,

suffering

from

asthma,

hesi-

tated to chill her feet in this way. When on the verge
of putting her feet into the water, she heard the sound
of a high wind. Glancing at the trees in the meadows,
she saw the branches motionless. Then turning toward
the grotto, she was awed at the beautiful sight, for in
the oval cavity, a most lovely young girl, surrounded
by a pale light, stood smiling at her, beckoning her to
approach. As Bernadette observed, she wore a white
robe, girdled at the waist with a blue sash and closed
at the neck with graceful pleats. The sleeves were long
and tight fitting. A white veil covered her head, giving
a glimpse of her hair, and then fell down at the back
below the waist. A golden rose shone upon each of
her bare feet, which were partly covered by the last
folds of her robe. On her right arm hung a large rosary
with white beads and a golden chain. Bernadette
feared to call her companions, so she advanced, fell on
her knees, and receiving a nod, began saying the rosary.
The lady also took her large rosary and slipped the
beads through her fingers; but her lips moved only on
the Glorias. As soon as the rosary was finished, the
Lady smiled and disappeared.

Bernadette, seeing her companions across the stream,
waded over and found the water warm. On questioning
them, she found they had seen nothing. Jeanne felt
cold,

so she left for home

with

her bundle

of sticks,

and Bernadette and her sister followed soon after.
Toinette bombarded her sister with questions, until
Bernadette finally consented under a promise of secrecy
to tell about the beautiful Lady. But Toinette’s little
soul couldn’t retain so important a secret long, and in

the evening she told her mother. Then Bernadette had
to relate what she had seen to her mcther, who forbade

The Gave river and a small streara merged in front
of the grotto, formed of strange porous rocks and
covered with dwarf shrubs. Above the vault in the
rocks, there was an oval cavity.

When
removed

arriving at the grotto, Toinette and Jeanne
their wooden

shoes, and waded across the ice

Bernadette to return to the grotto.
However,

three

days

later,

with

permission

of her

mother, Bernadette and five other girls walked to the
grotto equipped with holy water, for they thought the

Lady might be of diabolical origin, though they had

to admit they could see no reason why the devil would
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want to make the sign of the cross and say the rosary.

Arriving at the grotto, they knelt and commenced reciting the first decade. Suddenly Bernadette exclaimed,
“There she is!” But stare as they might, the others
saw only the oval cavity and the rosebush below it.
The girls quickly gave the holy water to Bernadette and
much excited exclaimed, “Throw it at her!’ Bernadette

sprinkled some towards the Lady, who only continued
to smile and made the sign of the cross. Then addressing the Lady, Bernadette said, “If you come from God,
approach.” The Lady drew nearer, and Bernadette fell
into ecstasy, her face white, and covered with an
angelic smile, her open eyes fixed on this Lady of
incomparable beauty, while tears trickled down her
cheeks.

Four days later Bernadette offered the Lady pen and
ink, asking her to put her desires into writing. But her
beautiful visitor smiling, replied, “It is not necessary
to write down what I have to say. But will you please
me by coming here the next fifteen days?”
Bernadette replied, “Yes, I will come;

I will ask my

parent's leave.” Then the Lady, telling Bernadette she
didn’t

promise

her

happiness

in

this

world

heaven, vanished.

but

in

Space limits me to take only a few of the more important happenings in the following fifteen appatitions. On February twenty-first, a Lourdes physician,
“who came to scoff, but remained to pray” took the

pulse of Bernadette while in ecstasy and to his surprise
found her circulation calm and her breathing normal.

During the apparition of February twenty-first, the
Lady told Bernadette to drink at the spring and to
wash herself. The hundreds of people who gathered
for the apparitions were much startled when they saw
the girl go to a little mud hole and dig with her hands.
But to the amazement of all limpid water began to
flow abundantly—the origin of the miraculous spring.

T'wo miracles occurred soon after: one the immediate

restoration of sight on application of water from this
spring; the other the cure of a child by immersing him
into the spring.

The Lady expressed her desire during the fourteenth
apparition, by telling Bernadette, ‘Go, tell the priests
to build a church here and to come here in procession.”
Her parish priest, the Abbe Peyramale, received her
coldly, and sent her away with the words, “The Lady is
laughing at you; ask her to tell you her name, ‘and

when we know it, we will build her a church.” Not

only

the clergy looked

on

doubtfully,

but the

civil

authorities did all in their power to send Bernadette to

an asylum for having a weak mind. They used their
Page twenty

most cunning men to trick this poor unlearned girl in
speech,

but, in her simplicity, she overcame

them

all.

On March twenty-fifth, the feast of the Annunciation, the Lady appeared to Bernadette again. She was
already there when Bernadette arrived and told the
happy girl to come near. Feeling confident, Bernadette
said, “Lady, be pleased in your goodness to tell me
your name.”

The Lady raised her eyes to heaven, and with her
hands folded on her breast, said softly, “I am the
Immaculate Conception.”
When Bernadette told Abbe Peyramale the name of
the Lady, he knew that the Blessed Virgin had chosen
this poor girl to announce to the world the heavenly
approval on the infallible declaration of Pius IX, made
just four years before, that Mary, the Mother of God,
was conceived without sin.
During the seventeenth apparition on April seventh,
while Bernadette was in ecstasy, she unconsciously

placed the lighted candle under her left hand so that

the flame touched her skin. She kept it there for fifteen
minutes to the great astonishment of the 1200 onlookers. Doctor Douzous examined the hand after the
apparition,

and

found

the skin whole;

so he relit the

candle and placed it under Bernadette’s left hand.
She at once pulled it away with the words, “You are
burning me!”
On July sixteenth, the Lady appeared for the
eighteenth and last time. After the ecstasy, Bernadette
exclaimed, “I had never seen the Lady so beautiful
before.” It was a fitting farewell vision on this earth.
The grotto of Lourdes has become world famous. A
great church has been erected, and yearly thousands of
pilgrims come there in procession, after the expressed
wish of the “Beautiful Lady.” She in her turn has

shown her motherly love by working many miracles of
soul and body at her favorite shrine.

Bernadette withdrew from the public eye, and joined
the Sisters of Charity. On April 16, 1879, after a short
hidden life of prayer, work, and suffering, she went
to enjoy the eternal vision of the “Beautiful Lady” in
heaven.
Only fifty-four years later, on December 8, 1933, she
was canonized by Pius XI and her feast was appropri-

ately placed on February eighteenth, the octave day
of the Feast of Our Lady of Lourdes. Her body, still
intact

and

without

any

signs

of decay,

rests

in a glass

reliquary in the small chapel dedicated to her honor.

(Continued from

page six)

barred the entrance door with a lock previously installed by Ed Spangler, stage hand at the theater, upon
the request of Booth. He then raised his single shot
derringer at Lincoln’s head and shot. Major Rathbone
jumped to his feet but was wounded by Booth with a
knife. Booth then jumped from the box to the stage,
a distance of about ten feet. The spur of his riding
boot caught in the flag which draped the box and he
fell on his left leg breaking his shinbone.
Turning to the audience and raising his dagger above
his head he shouted very dramatically, “Sic semper
tyrannis! The South is avenged.” He ran off the stage
to the back door where he had a horse waiting for
him. Although pursued he soon was safely enclosed
in the fog that surrounded Washington that evening.
Meanwhile Lewis Paine entered Secretary of State
Seward’s house and pretended to be bringing a message from Dr. Verdi who was attending the ailing secretary. When Paine was stopped by Seward’s son protesting that his father should not be disturbed, Paine
struck him with a pistol and rushed into the sick
room. There Paine encountered Major Seward and two
attendants. Brandishing a knife Payne pushed them
away when they tried to protect the secretary and
stabbed Seward several times. The secretary was saved
only by the persistence and courage of one of the attendants, Robinson. Finally Payne fled, dropping his
knife.
The assassination of Vice President Johnson was the
least successful part of the plot. George A. Ztzerodt,
who was to have committed the crime, was frightened
by a group of citizens at the Vice President’s house,
and fled into northern Maryland.

In the meantime the President was moved to the
Patterson house across from the theater at 453 Tenth

Street. Upon medical examination it was found that
the bullet entered the back of the President’s head
about three inches from the left ear. Dr. Charles A.
Leale, youthful assistant surgeon of the United States
Volunteers, gave the verdict: “His wound is mortal;

it is impossible for him to recover.” At twenty-two
minutes and ten seconds after seven o’clock, the morning of Saturday, April 15, 1865, Abraham Lincoln died.

Their request for surrender refused, the government
men decided to set fire to the barn. Herold came to
the door and surrendered before the fire started.
When the straw blazed, Booth’s figure could be
seen through the cracks in the shed. A shot was heard
and Booth fell to the ground. Quickly he was dragged
out and died with these words on his lips, “Tell
mother . . . I die for my country . . . I thought, I did
all for the best . . .” In his pocket the soldiers found
photographs of five different women and a diary.
‘The other principal conspirators were also captured,
and on May 1, 1865, nine high ranking officers of the
army were appointed by President Johnson to serve
as a military commission to try all persons involved in
the Lincoln assassination. The court opened May 1oth,
and eight prisoners were brought before the commission: George A. Atzerodt, the would-be assailant of
Vice

President

Johnson;

Lewis

Paine,

who

attacked

Seward; Ed Spangler, the stage hand at Ford’s theater
who aided Booth; Michael O’Laughlin, who was to
kill Grant; Sam Arnold, who offered to help Booth
kidnap the President; David E. Herold, the youth who
accompanied Booth on his flight; Dr. Mudd, who
bandaged the assassin’s leg, and Mrs. Surratt, in whose
rooming house the conspirators met.
The trial was one of the most irregular in the legal
history of the United States. Many irrelevant testimonies

were allowed

to stand in the records, and

the

defense councils labored under numerous handicaps.
Defense council Cox said of the case, “. . . Upon this
trial both the accused and their counsel have labored
under disadvantages not incident to the civil courts
and unusual even in military trials . . . In this case
the accused were aroused from their slumbers on the
night before the arraignment, and for the first time,
presented with a copy of the charges. For the most
part, they were unable to procure counsel until the
trial

had

commenced;

and

when

counsel

were

ad-

mitted, they came to the discharge of their duties in
utter ignorance of the whole case which they were to

combat . . .”
The

sentences

as

pronounced

June

30,

1865,

sent

Fifteen minutes after the shooting Booth and a
youthful admirer, David Herold, crossed the Anacostia
bridge. Riding all night they reached the home of Dr.
Samuel A. Mudd near Bryanton, thirty miles from
Washington, at about four in the morning. Dr. Mudd
bandaged Booth’s injured shinbone and the two proceeded on their way, riding and hiding. On the morning of April 26 the Secret Service surrounded Booth
and Herold who were hiding in a tobacco shed on the

Mrs. Surratt, Paine, Atzerodt and Herold to death by
gallows while the other four received life imprisonment. On July 7, 1865, the four receiving the death
sentence were hung, and Mrs. Surratt became the first
woman in America to die on the gallows.
Thus ended one of the most terrifying incidents in
American history. How much of the story is true it
is hard to say, but all the facts of the conspiracy contained in this article were accepted by the military
commission as evidence. Perhaps there is much still
to be uncovered regarding the conspiracy behind the

Garett

assassination of President Lincoln.

farm

about

three

miles

from

Port

Royal,

Va.
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SURVIVALS

TILL

SEVENTEEN

however,

By Leonarp FEENEY
Sheed

& Ward

Once again Father Feeney steps out into the
light of the literary world and this time with his
and engaging Survivals Till Seventeen. “New” not
in the sense of time but also in style. Breaking
from

the old fetters of tradition

in literature,

spotnew
only
away

Father

Feeney presents his partial autobiography in a pleasant
and humorous manner.
Men and women, young and old, religious and lay,
all will find in Father Feeney’s Survivals entertainment
of the highest degree. Entertainment but not necessarily laughs, because Father Feeney has that ability
of being humorous without, of necessity, being funny.
In meeting such characters as Mr. Wiggleworth,
nimble-finger Clancy, pleasant Mary and “no gumption” Joe, silent Wing Lee, little Father Pettit and a
host of others, we cannot but recall some similar per-

sonages that figured in the drama of our
Then too, the scenes of Father Feeney’s
elicit a comparison with those of our own.
when reading Father Feeney’s Survivals we
black

on

white, but

in the

mind,

our own

childhood.
childhood
Therefore
write, not
autobiog-

raphy. We need then, but the words and the style to
make us what Father Feeney is, a first-class, truly

certain

sections,

with

different

read-

The book’s 736 pages are divided into nine periods
covering two and a half centuries, beginning with the
Colonial newspapers of 1690 and closing with our
modern newspapers. During these 250 years the newspapers underwent radical changes in form, size, print,
construction, material, and presentation—the evolution

of our now famous dailies. Hundreds of newspapers
sprang up, some existing several months, and others
years. Relatively few have stood the test of time. Each
of the nine periods is divided into chapters, which in
turn subdivided into sections. The topic of each section heads the section, enabling the reader to choose
only those parts which are of personal interest.
Throughout the book pictures are inserted of famous
men in the history of American journalism, and interesting prints of representative newspapers of each period. The literary presentation is clear but not very
interesting due to the very nature of the work, as it
consists chiefly of facts with only such detail so vast
a work allows. ‘This book, undoubtedly among the best
of its kind, is and will remain an authority in the field
of American journalism.
-——PauL Maute.

Catholic author.
—RapuHaEL

varying

ers, that should prove of interest. The student of journalism and others interested in newspapers should
find valuable information from Professor Mott’s wide
and thorough knowledge of the scattered source
material.
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This book of Professor Mott is a history of Ameti-

Sir Edward Leithen knew that he had only a year
to live but he preferred “to die on his feet.” What he
did with that year is pleasingly set forth in Mountain
Meadow.

can journalism from 1690 to 1940. Primarily a history,
both

in content

and

presentation

of

the

newspapers

Leithen

of America, the book as a whole will probably be un-

find a man

interesting

Sick

to

the
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general

reading

public.

There

are,

Heart

went

to Canada

he had
River

never
with

to

“make”

his soul

and

seen. His adventures
Francis

Galliard,

Lew

to

at the
and

Johnny Frizel, Father Duplesis and the Hare Indians

background for a splendid collection of neurotics and

are all told in a manner

the reader’s interest

psychopathic cases. After one set is fully displayed, it
properly moves out of the house to be replaced with
another such set. The family proper, Granny, Mother,

Sir Edward is suffering from tuberculosis and he faces
certain death with calmness and fearlessness. He finds
that the cold pure air of the artic does wonders for
him, though, and under the careful supervision of Lew
Frizel he begins to regain his health.

two nephews, and the daughter, seem to be the most

that holds

from start to finish.

With the return of something of physical well-being,
Leithen realizes that it is only through the mercy and
goodness of God that he lives at all. Believing that he
must do something to show his thankfulness, he goes
to help the tribe of Hare Indians.
The beautiful word pictures and the images they
call forth are enough to make the book worth reading.
Combine the description and the fascinating, fastmoving story, and you have a novel that is a “must” on
every readet’s list.
I could have written a much better review if I
hadn’t just been visiting Father Chisholm in The Keys
of the Kingdom. It is such a wonderful book, and its
language is so beautiful that anything after it seems
commonplace and ordinary. I did enjoy reading Mountain Meadow but I wish that I had read it before I saw
Dr. Cronin’s book. I know I would have liked it twice
as much.
—CHARLOTTE WENTZz.
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THE FAMILY

human

element

in

the

story,

while

the

boarders,

at

their house, must be pampered and cared for as spoiled
children.
Granny is wise and philosophic. She is prepared for
all situations and turns the bad to good. Mother is
given to emotional fits, for which Granny calmly pre-

pares, and intervenes at the precise moment in order to
keep Mamma from ending the emotional
banging her head against the wall.

outlet by

The fact that the story is exceedingly broken can be
demonstrated by the following examples. The author
manages to state, “Granny died at the end of November.” Then she gets the brilliant idea that we should be
told all the drawn out details. In the second part of
the book the author proceeds to write the story around
the professor, who needs psychopathic treatment, and
his wife, who sits around and bemoans

the fact.

Throughout the book the author plays with introspection. She would have made a much better
characters had these thoughts been brought out
disjointed way. The author tries to definitely
the characters’ personalities and only succeeds
traying her own.

study of
in a less
display
in por-

The book does give a vague idea of conditions in
present-day China. We are shown a river of floating

bodies as evidence of the Chinese struggle against the
relentless power of the Japanese.

By Nina FEporA
As far as a definite story—there is none. As a book
for study of mentally unstable people—the book is
excellent.

Little, Brown

Nina Fedorova, the writer of The Family, was a
white

Russian,

but

is now a

citizen

of

the

United

States, living in one of our western cities. Being a Russian, she seems to be fully qualified to write this story
of a White Russian family, living as exiles in China.
The story follows the daily efforts of the family to
“keep body and soul together” in the hectic war-time
China. The lives of the family, and those with whom
they come into contact, are brought out in a chronological chain of events, not especially connected in any
way, other than that the members of the family still
live on in their boarding house, trying to make everyone

happy.
The book seems to have been written for the purpose of displaying or setting forth the too wonderful
characters of the family, and to serve as a very meager

—Grace

Marigz KELLER.
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SCHOOLMASTER OF YESTERDAY
MILLARD

FILLMORE

KENNEDY

McGraw-Hill

I have never felt the need or the wish to praise a
book so highly before, but praise this book I must.
When I saw the title I immediately settled down to

some strenuous reading but I found to my surprise a
very well-written, interesting book. Its life may not be
as we have ever known life but as our parents and
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grandparents have known life, nevertheless when I had
finished the book I felt that it was a life that I had

ST. PATRICK

also known. This is really a book that I did lose my-

Hucu

self in.

Bruce

The story starts in 1820 with the first generation of
school-teaching Kennedys, Thomas Kennedy. He was a
pioneer in the field of teaching, starting at the age of
twenty. Mr. Kennedy of the second generation was

but seventeen and the Kennedy of the third generation

was nineteen. None of them had any education in the
teaching profession but they were outstanding in their
work. It was not necessary that any of them take a
test to find out their ability because there was not
likely to be found anyone who knew enough to give a
test. The best qualification that a teacher could have
was his ability to take in hand the pupils who came in
all sizes from the tiny tots to the boys older and larger
than the teacher.
Grandfather or Thomas Kennedy believed in what
he called “moral suasion” . . . “no medieval tortures
should ever be seen in this schoolroom.” Benjamin’s
motto was Foch’s. “Attack! Attack! Attack!” “I propose to keep order in this school if I can, but remember
if I have to do it, I will have the school with me, the

parents with me and the state of Indiana backing me
up.

Millard’s teaching days were easier and progressed
all the time. He was a fine teacher and disciplinarian.

He did not discard the rod completely but used it only
in very severe cases.
“In

pve BLacaAM

the

ninety-nine

years

we

saw

reach westward

new

horizons

to the Pacific,

forests replaced by the farms and

municipalities; we saw a new America built and American social life and education change almost beyond
conception, especially in the towns. In the country,
when I finally put away my text-bocks, there was still
discernible a faint tang of our old pioneer atmosphere,

but it, too, was fading rapidly before the pungent
breath of the automobile.

finds

judge Patrick by his character and actions “Irish” is
the only possible epithet to apply te him.

St. Patrick and the Irish Church are usually thought
of as apart from the ordinary course cf Church History.
It soon becomes apparent, however, that Patrick, born
about 385 A. D., was a youthful contemporary to the
great fathers, Jerome, Augustine, Ambrose, and Chrysostom. He witnessed the Roman crisis and saw the
Empire fall. He, as it were, was the one who lateraled
Christianity to Ireland whence, two centuries later,

was to come that forward pass that re-established the
Church in the new barbarian world.
The framework of the book is really historical. Many
things about Patrick are factually known. Early, reliable
documents and even autographical works of the saint

furnish salient points. At all times the author’s know!
edge of history, his appreciation of the period in which
the story was set, add richness to the telling. In spots

which was ours ex-officio, and our friends, patrons, and

superior officers seemed
with it.”

legends are presented briefly but with great graphic
power, and, if need be, interpreted. The destruction of
the pagan god, Cromm Cruach, the firing of the forbidden Druid beacon on Holy Saturday, the conversion
of Conal the High-King’s brother, the beautiful tale
of Ireland’s first two nuns and mystics, the climb of
the Reek, the several attempts to assassinate Patrick—
all of these share in making the tale human,

charming,

interesting.
The book has one fault, nevertheless, and needs one

“We Kennedys may not have set the world on fire
in our century of progress, but we all toiled hard and
honestly, I think, at the job of community leadership
to think we did pretty well

—PatriciA EwInc.
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The book begins with a disappointment—one

out, or has his opinion confirmed, that Patrick was not
a born Irishman. However, events show that it we

the more interesting and more probable of the Patrician

appear, saw our nation

saw the boundless

Here is a modern wonder—a book that is nonetheless
authentic for being interesting. Christopher Dawson,
one might admit, is close to truth. Van Loon and Wells
are interesting. But Hugh de Blacam, in his life of St.
Patrick, has managed the rare duality of being both.

supplement. The fault is the numerous appearance of
short, tantalizing, Gaelic quotations which the reader
invariably tries to pronounce and can’t (Hugh de
Blacam is a vibrant Celtic Revivalist}. The supplement
is a map of Ireland to be ready at the reader’s elbow.
With this equipment, acquaintance with a great man, a

great event, and a great country are to be had for the
taking.
—James F. Gray.
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As America’s air power grows, more and
more aluminum is needed for the produc-

a

tion of planes. Enough aluminum is being saved in
a year by the Bell System so that the aviation indus-

try can build 275 fighter planes with this saving.
To do this, Bell System scientists and manufactur-

ing experts have developed practical substitutes.
Without affecting the high standard of telephone
service

in Ohio

are being used
to release

and

the

nation,

in making

aluminum

for

the

other

metals

telephone equipment
nation’s

war

needs.

TUNE IN “THE TELEPHONE
HOUR” EVERY MONDAY
EVENING AT 8 O'CLOCK OVER WTAM, WLW and WSPD

THE

OHIO

BELL

TELEPHONE

CO.

IT’S CHESTERFIELD
says LOIS JANUARY
Star of Stage and Screen

§GARETTES
VERS TOBACCO CO.

always Milder and Better-Tasting
always

Cooler-Smok ing ... that’s what makes Chesterfield

the steady smoke

of more

smokers

every

day.

You

can count

on

Chesterfields to give you, day in and day out, more smoking pleasure
than you ever had before...So make your next pack Chesterfield and

its right combination of the world’s finest cigarette tobaccos will go
to work

Copyright
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